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C To M. Henrye Cobham, of the
mojl bleffedJlate of Lyfe.

fHe happyeft lyfe
that here we haue,
My Cobham yf
I fhall defyne,
The goodlyeft Hate,
twyxte byrth and gratie,
Moft gracious
dayes and fweteft tyme,
The fayrefl face,
of fadynge Lyfe,
Race ryghtlyeft rorme
in ruthfull wayes,
The fafeft meanes
to Ihun all ftryfe:
The furefl Staffe,
in fyckle Dayes:
I take not I
as fome do take,
To gape and gawne,
for Honours hye,
Bat Court and
Cayfer to forfake,
And lyue at home,
full quyetlye,
Remembrefl thou?
what he once fayde,
Who bad, Courte not
in any cafe,
For Yertue is,
in Courtes decayed,
And Yyce with States,
hath chyefeft place,